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Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down, Threatening with deluge this devoted town. To shops in crowds the daggled females fly, Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. The Templar spruce, while every spout's abroach, Stays till 'tis fair, yet seems to call a coach. The tucked-up sempstress walks with hasty strides, While   streams   run   down   her   oiled   umbrella's
sides.
Here various kinds by various fortunes led, Commence acquaintance underneath a shed. Triumphant Tories and desponding Whigs Forget their feuds, and join to save their wigs. Boxed in a chair the beau impatient sits. While spouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits; And ever and anon with frightful din The leather sounds, he trembles from within. So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden steed, Pregnant with Greeks, impatient to be freed. (Those bully Greeks, who, as the moderns do, Instead of paying chairmen, run them through.) Laocoon struck the outside with his spear, And each imprisoned hero quaked for fear.
Now from all parts the swelling kennels flow, And bear their trophies with them as they go: Filth of all hues and odours seem to tell What street they sailed from, by their sight  and
smell.
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force, From   Smithfield   or St.   Pulchre's   shape   their
course,
And in huge confluent joined at Snow Hill ridge, Fall from the Conduit, prone to Holborn Bridge. 218